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“Good folk,” said Lizzie, 
Mindful of Jeanie: 

“Give me much and many: — 
Held out her apron, 

Toss‘d them her penny. 

“Nay, take a seat with us, 
Honour and eat with us,” 
They answer’ grinning: 

“Our feast is but beginning.” 


-Christina Rossetti, “Goblin Market” 


But what about the mall itself, its space for example? 
There is a psychology of space in the mall—the patch, 
the corridor, the matrix—just as there is an ecology of the 
thing. 


Pd 


-Fredric Jameson, “Future City’ 


Goblin Prologue 


In the beginning non-multiple commerce. Soon hot 
water surrounded by cliffs, and at the bottom of the lake, 
seething out of vents, the shoppe, which rose in strands 
to the surface bearing the alte of potions, rusted metal, 
flower pots, hard shapes, meat, for the people to wade 
out and collect, for the goblins to coalesce from kelp and 
grass, to hold their hands out, to mediate the passage of 
some forbidden quantity to somebody else. Sauce cupped 
to the mouth, hot mana for hagglers. 


Over time humans crawled through the holes. Over 
time the people figured out what was sacred and what 
was profane: Dike a manatee sleeping the shoppe floated, 
half in, half out, tethered to the Rte with hooks and 
line, then rope, then iron bars, then shoppe became mart, 
then spawning season brought other shoppes, shoppes 
clustered and crawled, shoppes bobbed in the water, and 
clung to each other, and brought forth in their hectic 
mating walls, and skylights, and escalators, and brought 
forth security guards swinging goblin flashlights, an 
pretzel stands, and odd goblins standing in one place or 
another, and palm trees in pots, and big jugs of vitamins, 
and tile floors where random encounters go, and brought 
forth juices, and brought forth oils, and brought forth 
machines to press their pictures on the ruined pennies, 
and brought forth great fountains in the name of their 
lord, his round eyes red, his wings on fire, his headless 
trunk, a dream of webs between nodes, such a dream of 
connection, of all-in-one, of buy-one-get-one, and all 
around the water, bridges, this ghost we called the goblin 
mall. 


People prowl through halls to bend the knee here, such 
shoppe as wears the mask of dungeon, all corridor and 
prism and geometry. All mothers warn their babies not to 
Bo. All sisters tremble when the lightning lights the lake’s 
ace clear. Unhappy we, goblins kickin it unironically old 
school in vast malls forever. Wake to keep the shelves fat, 
make the floors shine, get those morning walkers moving. 
Brandish red guns precocious to slap the cost on. Let 
them all know it. O destiny to bind us to these walls, o 
doomed aquapolis, where the music echoes in permanent 


wildness, smooth, kind of shitty. O dungeon that was our 
moms and dads, dungeon that hath ate our aunties, made 
us kids to smocks and caps, pierced our ears in absolute 
public, with no anaesthetic, with a safety pin in the 
middle of the night, did stick+poke at goblin’s pad after 
closing to make goblin thigh say “all cops are basterds.” O 
eat no food our hands have touched. 


Sing great mall of the mothman’s children, sing our walls 
back to the lake bed, shake our glass panes with the noise 
of your wing-clap, chase our teens to the woods with 
filled hands, fill the cutouts of our walkways with green 
water. Turn our bridges to slackness and ruin, seize our 
Mayors in your six-fold magic grip. This is the end of the 
goblin mall, our merry donjon where all men crawl, this is 
the sinking of our silver bridges, come all from your wet 
cars, come your black blood pressure, come buy come buy, 
stay in line long past the swing of the wrecking ball. 


Goblin Mall Songspiel 


1. Ihe Merry Adventurer: 


The game is built to never end 
So again and again I come to to the hall borne heavy 
you have to learn the rhythm of the thing how to exist sometimes 
and other times wink into invisible sleeping 
come around reborn every month or so whistling 

to stock up on goods--- 
On onto the Item Shoppe, on onto the Market Board, 
Onto the Auction House, Retainer Vocate, Food Courte 
Slake my idiot thirst with the red-eyed cups of Goblin Mall! 


Heavy with the gizzards of numbers, big shoulders hefted 
sundry innards, i oat my coinage in my mouth 

for safety-- O what 

I love is Goblin Mall 

Safe Mall where all elders meander 

alle thynges great sold 

all fingers and mouths 

go runny with juice 

it’s always a pleasure 

it’s always this hardened silver angle called pleasure 
jingling unto death’s good bower with gold with paper 

{ find ever what I look for all the time that’s my whole deal 
I’m one million pixels and all of them dancing 

I’m happy 24/7 my guy I’ll never stop 


come buy come buy 


11. Assistant Goblin Manager: 


O my sons 

and my goblin daughters push those mops 

fast like the widows of cavaliers, narrow 

and starving. keep your shoes neat and your hair 
pinned back with the glitter of beetles all beards 
restrained in a burlap sack all pauldrons shiny 
look gud 


to please what lithesome things come anon 


Goblin Mall slings royal chowder knows what’s best 
try it and see 


all powders and sands, feral or not, marked down 
it’s unbelievable 

the wine leaps to the cup 

it’s yours 

don't get up, I’m already up, 


kings come to swap coupons, kiss my ring, 

here is where the customer can lay their head, 

vom chips into my luxe apocalypse, waterproof 
and melt into the splendor of price affixed to fancy 


yes, my swallows, my toddlers, my talking tigers 
be the red high priests you clamor to see 


wear nothing under that smock but goblin thistle and 
goblin cassock, 
brandish the trident and the price gun on the thigh 


rejoice, the day old pretzels go to waste, 
I hope this shift will never end 
I send you to the escalators because I believe you'll reach 
some heaven 
without stretching 
I love you entirely Goblin Mall everything in this dump 
I love 
even the cardboard cutout of myself face 
down in boiling milk 
I throw open the shutters at dawn and 
the sun snags my heart unto my lil wounds 
in its frugal beam come buy come buy 


111. Goblin Trainee: 


day 1 dropped a million swords in the forestzone 
department 

got my ass kicked by rival bands of rival robbers, devoured 

come to in an elsewhere slick 

with mucus and saliva, branded with their horrid mark 


day 2 torn up by tigers. docked pay for being a bubble of blood 
seething eerily in the back room. 


day 3 hassled unto death by fake goths. nobody gets it. I 
eat my money 
faster than I make it. It tastes like cheap lunchmeat. 
I do not love this Goblin Mall 
It all sucks shit at Goblin Mall 


I beat my fist against the glass [’m leaking humors in 
the soups 

I’m always already part hamburglar helper 

prone and presumed dead upon the people mover 

some vague juice from the corner of the busted 


i 
I like to think of myself as upwardly mobile 
or eaten by mammals come buy come buy 


iv. Goblin oe Vendor: lo kneel before the gates of 


Peanutbutter Palace 


speak unto yr manager could this be what sacred tastes like 
is there a Mrs. Peanutbutter Palace _ bc I’m jelly 


but I’m jelly anyway, internally 

shaken by ravagers farming & plucking 

arrows from the thick sky to 

raid the sick land 

wander to and fro geared out w/ best lens and spex 
stealing shoes + camisoles 

licking goblin fang at goblin hunk 

thick syrup in the nerves 

bought on the sly 


what I drop on death is loot I’m extraordinarily jewel- 
im gemmy. I’m entirely a 
gummed up-- 
I’m materia girl 
or elsewise runes, logograms, 
mneme’s slop, or tombs 
very DLC to be so spent 
very banded coffer 
if you point to your shuttered 


shades of choice 
T will do it 1 do I do I fetch it 


instantaneously 


to persist as an object of utility 
standing and exchanging as 
swains equip their shit for days before me 
like a pane of clean glass 
piles of guissarme-voulges 
a of grime encrusted barbuts 

an ooze or singing slurry 
moving through yr dreams of 
total combat efficiency 
remember me as I was in the merchants’ creche 

besides the donjon 
calling out yr little anthem _in goblin tongue 
pulling your sleeve _— try on try on 
through a dark glass you look so much cooler 
ray-bans for days to turn yr dull lead to black light 
sicker than the sickest civic flip 
slicker than yr slick palm at angles beneath the waters 
saltier than salt-wasp’s nectar 
great cheap is held at little price 
my boneless bod 

moving over all obstacles 
foxy as a man o war and ever littler tbh 
one-+all in thron in sea- 
change tipping the eyepiece 
to wink through tint | osaboteureye come buy 
come buy 


ACT I: The Silver Bridges 
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1. Goblin Mayor/Acting Manager: 


Now, I'm not in the business of tending to human children-- 
this living lair of fingers is my child-- 

we call it Goblin Mall-- hefted 

from the rocks and pits 

with a billion hands like a vast and half-born 

volcanic marvel, one of those infants ill-formed, sporting 
too many fingers, or heads, or bound up 

in a caked-on mantle of blood-- ugly to look upon, sure, 
but auspicious, and once pierced thru to clear 

the airways, dipped in the good water of the river, almost 
cute, in a way, and at the very least something to talk about, 
as a meteor would be, or a spate of cattle 

hollowed out overnight 

by enemy beams 

and mangled among the fescue. Well, 


I get ahead of myself: This is not a town for kids. We work hard, 

we play hard. I mean, we don't play. Our fields give forth 
our goblin merch. 

Our workers mash to nectar with their mitts, til, 

swollen with exertion, they swan into their beds, 

legs straight up in the air like cartoon corpses, sated. 

I peep them from my uptown eae clogging the bridges 

every morning on their ha py rounds, 

and something like a aandle e in my chest leaps, ah, 

the romance of wages-- 


--a romance of accountability! 
We permit ourselves some reasonable measure of casualties, 
humbly, amateurs choking on pips and cores, a drunk, perhaps, 
fallen in between the teeth of big machines 
beyond his understanding. 
And all, with eager smiles, at it again the next day, reborn, 
an endless feast 
of productive time, of surplus value spilling as red juice spills 
from the cup of plenty. Oh, there are no scabs 
In the city of open wounds-- that’s a joke, 
Buddy, lighten up a bit. Now you may hear rumors, 


In the ornery corners of the town, about trouble in the pines, 


torches, rivets fit to pop from their moorings, steam rising 

from the lakebed with jewels like eyeballs, shop closures, 
anchors 

dissolving like wet bread against tides-- pay this no mind. 

Our harps tuned to adult contemporary, our glad light 

touching your palm with its palm 

our space airy 

our air so faerie 

and ever falk frond a private beckoning-- 

like honey to the throat, our glass-green hand, 

our clean and pleasant land, gates ajar surpassing all fancy 

open all night and permanently sweet 
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i1. Associate Fruit Gnawing Goblin: 


In Goblin Mall consigned to suck the fruit from the 
pith, chew and dribble what comes most sweet unto 
the town’s most bitter cups. A sun sets only with a halt, 
with a sad grudge on our gold lake--see, on the hills the 
eres manors. See winding downstream bits of 
otsam, goblin juice box, goblin jerky, degloved wheels 
off pearl-colored goblin sedans. See the parks palatial 
pitched mirthful w/ dog shit. See the trains low surly in 
their stations. See across each gulf the bridges, locked like 
worried fingers, bedazzled each hour with their billioned 
travelers. See the feasting people popping out the side 
hatch of the grocery. See the gas station, permanently 
exploding, dozens dead and maimed. See the Ruby 
Tuesday’s revolving in the air. See the guards go idly w/ 
their spears, see the goblin girls and the boys in their 
tuff mail dart over the veldt wreathed in weapons and 
numbers, come home swoler, decked in silver. 


In Goblin Mall our town is we, we are what we circulate, 
our kids thread needles, we all get reimbursed in rinds 
and blood. Our Mayor-- there he is now, waving from the 
tallest window-- weaves his own tophat from branches 
and antlers. We get along fine, paper money spilling from 
pipet envelopes, a little wet to touch, a little slicks but 
earable. Outside the city membrane, past the parking 
lots, slimes and ladybirds, level one. Mountains of them 
dead, then vanished into mist. Each of us stronger and 
clearer each day, breathing in that behemoth air, that 
feel of pincers and oil coating the lungs like a tonic. We 
whistle goblin songs in the streets before our little homes. 
We do goblin gavottes. Really well. We take one another 
by the hands and spin. Our fingernails scrape the liniment 
from our partners’ thin wrists. We twirl some more. We 
cough so much. We clap our hands until the fingers 
blow up. We take our holies of red pulp and say huzzah. 
There’s nothing but fun upon this star, sweet to tongue 
and hot to trot-- like bugs to the earth, like frogs encased 
in stone and dirt, what buries deep to live forever, like 
medicine dripping from the poison tooth. 


111. Premonitions of the Mothman’s Coming Rattle Your 
Nerves and the Nerves of All Souls Living in Desire and 
Fear Beneath the Sign of the Goblin Ma 


Low-Energy Goblin Chorus, w/ Perfunctory riport 
When he spreads his wings, the bridges speak, 
his chemtrail a minor masterpiece 

the goblins turn u quartered: thru the trees 

to see him mark the sky as his 


every time, his shadow falling over 

the hoods of the cars, the people flushed 

away in the cataract 

you hurry back inside, 

you take off your apron, shaking, 

three or four minutes of panic atop 

stacked orange crates of mango milk and vinegar protein 


one of them feels a vague tug that tells them to stay inside 
another loses their keys and runs late, they’re still 

in the driveway when they hear the news 

another, food poisoning, all day puking gritty stuff 

into the sink with the T'V on, 

the wind reels tuff, it reels blacker than the black ice 
ringing the asphalt, 


its body is sleek like an oil spill, no feathers, 
not anywhere, 

red eyes red like a national bible 

headless until painted with a head by a wag 
then everywhere headed, 

its pinions up and everyone biting 

their tongues, hey, look, it says, 

are you thinking of the same metaphor as me 


as you behold my brand, my mark, 


and youare I promise you imagine two dice 
the color of cough syrup tumbling across endless velvet 
hard plastic 


critical hits 
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iv. Secret Mission Orders for Goblin Romantic: 


The dream is to be moved by anything at all. Moved to 
tears by this Garfield fan-art where Jon collapses on the 
kitchen floor, linked triangles and hoops painted onto 

a wall stretching three storefronts, mannequins in full- 
plate clutching their scabbards, folded t-shirts, the shape 
of a dreadnought through glass wearing all denim. Pass 
through a cloud of vape smoke in the canned isenglass 
department, exit bawling at the beauty of all manifest 
creation. You will aspire to enter into labor translucent, 
like a paraffin sheet, wet and flammable, light passing 
thru tape Alchemy is based on such a fluidity of 
exchange-- all my affect splattering out into the public 
sphere, cathecting onto every measly beloved thing. You 
are to be compensated unfairly for your infinite work, 
work your little mitts to the marrow scraping every feel 
from every surface, squirreling away a bit here, a bit there, 
to balance the scales, to furnish your home with objects 
of attention, popcorn chicken festering under plastic, 
somebody else’s keys-- goblin in the streets, bugbear in 
the sheets, & under the paving stones, defeat. This will all 
be according to plan. 


In Goblin Mall, still melancholic, inexplicably, still reedy 
and thick with unchecked pips in teeth, still gnawing the 
fibers from the goblin bills, still holding that nothing 

up to the light and muttering. Such discontent to see 

the star twist out of view and know the malls shall die 
anon anon. How the bridge shudders against the bridge, 
and the bridge in turn goes coughing shyly. You, paid 
in experience, walking as it were on beetleshells. bay to 
the vast red eye overhead, you don’t know, you only work 
here, and after work, sleep in the model beds (for fun). It’s 
mostly pretense. Sun thru the fake palms and skylights. 


In love with product, steal what you vend. Peddle as a 
mediator, touch a stranger’s hand to pass what’s craved, 
squander, your smoke breaks are infinite, watch tapes to 
lazily know each name as a grunt or a whistle, pockets 
fat with surplus, fingers deep in the salad bar, gloves off, 
you are married to my crime-habitus. Your earbuds and 


chargers, slipped into my burlap sack, will call me mom. 


In Goblin Mall all the flowers are cops. They sing your 
title. All the birds are cops too. Every beautiful thing you 
remember as named from a poem-- that’s cops baby. 

I know not where you go to, hands in the apron, head low 
thru every hanging aren the cars for kids wobbling on 
their motors, 

the perfume of the dogwoods calling you to your arrest, 
calling your name as a nemesis in absentia, 


unstoppable and demure and 100% fired 
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v. Disaffected Goblin Schoolmarm Converted at Long 
Last to Propaganda of the Deed: 


I cling 
to hope for an apparatus of change-- some swing 
a the limits of the possible that hits what membrane 
severs goblin earth from goblin heaven where all ghosts 
and ghouls sit 
in sovereignty and breaks it 
ermitting us in jubilee to gobble up what glass falls down 
’m not so smart as people say 
I get Jon Arbuckle and John Ashbery mixed up 
I weep at tennis courts, barf when I run, shove dogs 
off ties I mailed my spirit to Abu Dhabi, as a joke, 
over and over again. That’s me at the Sbarro’s, 
casting no shadow. 


o if I had a crossbow, as the well-heeled have crossbows, 
I would shoot the Mayor through his grubby little mouth + 
kiss whatever ran like ribbons from him. I would pilfer 
the red berries from his berry vault, rifle 

the thick juice from his silver pouches, from his throat 
steal art objects from his home, at a real job 

what you gaze on is what belongs to you, 

the tubs of candy, the fatted calves, and so I take 

his shit and throw it into the lake. I believe 

a better world is possible, one in which I turn 

my pennies to quarters, my wooden dimes 

to real bone teeth,sharp. 

I have fallen asleep in so many meetings in so many 
bad chairs. I have given you a C+ for the course because 
I don’t know your name or your face. 


My side gig is the exchange of currencies. 

I switch pelts with gold with a wand 

and crouch in the plaza to make ingots out of nothing. 

I make swords that cut nothing. I make literal swords. 

I am crafting leather armor to attach value to it, what I love, 
I am swinging my pickaxe at bushes in the foothills. 

I peep at the maniac horizon and launder what remains 
re perception turns to mere blinking and drooling, 

I eat candy from the dumpster like I’m perfect in form, 


really, like I’m the luckiest ae in the world, like, 


no matter how many times 
your ears 
there’s always another nickel! 


reach my fingers behind 
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Interlude: Those Who Love the Mothman 
Unconditionally as a Pretend Hivemind at a 


Distance Open Their Throats and Sing His Song 


1. Goblin Chorus, Rejuvenated Through Criminal 
Medicine: 


repulsed by spirits but a certain 

quality of surface 

has something about skin to it. 

that’s why we, for one, felt glassy, slick, 

and composed of thick translucent grease. 

what we wanted from theology was aphid-mode, 
or an allegorical ideation about larva. 

We were ready with eight mouths and an egg-sac. 
That kind of footlgors pleasure suddenly 

useless in an era like this. 

watch yourself in advance being ruined by your aphorisms 
the hair of the body will not be axiomatic 

the movement of little utensils is just mammal nonsense 
no big book about teleology 

no limited exegesis 

warm blood 

bivalve heart 

what emergencies 

what hostages 

red circles on the chest 

like airplane lights, 

more than us always, 

layer of mystery eggs 

making off into the sunset with everybody’s dogs 
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i1. The Mothman’s Blast Upon All Haters: 


called mothman by haters 
I collapsed the haters’ bridge 


by means of evil feelers. 


I was moth by parts and awful gloomy, 
my breast a radi beam melting iron, 

my wet heart a beacon sighing 

accidental death to the counties and townships. 


who among bunkers ranged for my body 
with teen-guns and arclights, 
a meal of doors made fast with welding. 


what built its solid faith upon girders and rivets, 
passed upon a god’s back with vulcanized wheels 
in full grace of quick chassis. 


moth-mensch, moth-melancholic, 

my stump-limbs night in a field of night. 

moth-medicine for paranoia sweeter 

than moth-honey, smoother than the sap of the moth-rood. 
big moth-tears to wreck your electronic 

tape recorder. evil moth-vibrations. 

wing-span to make your whole house rubble. 

seen in the news. seen in the trees. 

taught myself phone phreaking 

just to fit in 


111. Goblin Moderator of Mothman Forums: 


in the kingdom of mothman I’m kissing to its victory, 
full fathoms speared unto its moth-hand as clarions 

we know of the mothmen-- we try so hard to draw cool ones 
but the black spines clot and down spirals the moth-mass 
sheering bridge from tower, West from Virginia, 

all made twain by the spiral of the moth-land, 

o I’m so lucky to be alive to see it 

put it in the margins of the homework 


mothman poses nude on a throne of centimani, 
spreading its prophecies out from his moth-wings-- 
let’s all descend to where its spirit bids us go, 

kneel to kiss its luminous moth-ring, 

join my mouth in simple moth-songs, moth-king, 
put fever in me, cast that lumpen spirit forth, 
moth-death-from-above, moth-heaven-below 
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Act II: Representative Sample of Omens 
Accompanying the Beginning of the End of 
Goblin Mall, or: You Are Here 


1. Hitherto Unseen Goblin Narrator: 


When the day ends at Goblin Mall all goblins push the 
pushbroom with invincible velocity. Some goblins wipe 
each glass surface with juice to make letters appear in 

the mess.Ghosts speak. Mostly hog shit. When Goblin 
Mall was young-- horse posts and stalls outside in the 
clearing, wet fruit, butcher knives, living hats with living 
tails, parking lots attached to nothing, lottery tickets, 

hot cowboys, etc.-- a goblin was in charge of the slicin 
machine, which, operated by a kind of carriage on a rail, 
cut anything in the world to its thinnest degree. Some 
said that with patience and grit one could, over time, feed 
one’s entire finger through the back and forth shuttling 
of the blade, and once past that crucible, the hand up 

to the wrist, then the arm, then crawling headfirst into 
the slow whirl of industrial knives vanish into the sea of 
green planes. They said it happened to some other goblin 
in some other town, and that their cousin saw it. That he 
touched the stub with tongue. He stole a piece for his 
pocket, delicate, see-through. Like paper emeralds, or, if 
you like it better, seaweed snack, which the AC scatters to 
each corner of the store, and which vanish out of mortal 
sight clinging to surfaces you'll never guess right. Others 
say that the promise is that, in the night, the oe would 
grow back, doubled, as the arm would grow back, that 
some god-king goblin in a splattered apron roams the 
warehouses in a distant place, drives the trucks solo in 
their arcane patterns, wobbling as if suspended between 
two eddies of cilia and polyp, double green, an inch or 
two inches off the floor. 


Listen: They say mall is an autodidact, every mall is an 
autodidact, it learns its shape as it prowls itself before 
the shoppes run open, it loops itself around itself, it 
turns itself into steep inclines, digs fountains out of 
itself with glass fingers, your feet on its face are a mutual 
lesson, wherever you go the mall likes to see you going. 
Every mall looks the same and when the flood shatters 
the ceiling every mall gets wet.’The mall is its own cool 
cousin. Every mall works at Sega as an uncle works, 

in secret. Like a hologram or galaxy the mall comes 
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in slices-- if you shop upon a stack you're trailing dust 
on levels far-fold above, like, way below. ‘The goblins 
clock out and go drink beers in secret in goblin parents’ 
basement. Goblins do donuts in the shape of their 
mall-maker. Goblins blaze it in ravines and lying there 
assign shoppe-numbers to constellations. ‘They spin the 
bottle. In the dark of the closet they take to the corners 
and speculate what goes down when the cylinder spins 
and the layers re-align, when gods will stomp lordly 
through the omni-mall, how the sound of the fountains 
will detonate the ear drums but the music will be sweet. 
What eye can perceive what samples will be handed out. 
Goblins of pure light show off their new kicks, leave the 
receipt in the bag, shop-lift each other out of this plane, 
goblins passing beyond all known velocity go one with 
the eo aa a flavors of ice-cream on their lips. Each 
sna step in the omni-mall is a mapping, every wayward 
eint makes total sense, and the body is the path, and 
everything is free. In this way every goblin touches their 
limit, as if seven minutes could be enough to chart heaven 
completely. 


11. Precious Goblin Evicted From the Mall For Smoking 
Inside 
-after a tweet from Alina Pleskova 


See here: the poems of conduct torn up for rolling papers, 
the cartoon smoke shaped like a skull 
exhaled and spent like money 


I work too 

hard for this 

to be deterred by fogs and vapors 

I fold up bills in the shapes of augurs 

I harpoon the air & 

walk home stinking of 

tapioca and imp grease I suffer 

lost time, or phantom hours, whatever 

and come to standing knee-deep in the lake fringe 
catching usuginu octopus with my bare hands 
a fine goblin delicacy 

disgusting to the touch and taste & all but 
transparent 


I think I saw a UFO 
once but could be wrong 


Pll tell you later 


in between shifts I persist 

in surrendering everything to the fire 

my smock my haubergeon 

vast bundles of sour fruit hanging from hooks 
endless links of bright tropical things 


fed into industrial grinders for slurry and men from 


variable governments shadowing my goblin hut 

and patterns discernible 

in the air’s linking satellites 

I'm sauntering I’m on the strut all bosses on earth peevish 
to find out the secret of the red in my eyeball 

mothman’s special, chewed up and redacted, 

carried as a round black bomb with a skull on it is carried, 
not at all, gently, in a cartoon, never by me 
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i11. Impartial Observer on Asleep Occult Goblin on 
Register, 3 A.M.: 


Like every oaf who 

made their own tarot 

he drew himself as big number zero, that classic 

Fool. Is he just so dumb 

as to walk off a cliff on purpose 

clock out merry with stolen fruit choking cargo shorts 
plunge headlong w/ his cute bindle and stick 

tucked up in thinking ground remains ground forever 
the Fool, it comes with a free dog a mean one 
barking at the Fool’s heels _ not afraid to die 

but that’s not nothing 


Every day he sees the myth dissolve in packets 
and pocket horoscopes, codes he knows of hidden 
on the wrong side of a screen. He grows glad and sells 
you x99 hi-potions, iron sword, buckler, 

slime a and skipper’s mitt, takes 

your forest trash and pockets half, 

throws gold coins backwards out of human sight, 
knows you will die in some pixelated forest 
surrounded by beasts, 

appear again clean, 

buy potions from goblins, 

move like a slice through maps 

doing violence to unnumbered nothings 


many hours later he gets bored shuffling pennies around 
and memorizing brands of snuff 
he puts cardback in my mouth and bites it 


I know what this part means but I won't tell you 

in Goblin Mall every one of twenty returns to charity 
a tooth-picking instrument that’s shaped like chalices 
finds its way into his apron 

standing on one foot for eight hours 

like a big-ass vigil 

as if meant to be reborn in some other form as 

some other better omen 

turned to rubble by an auspex & 
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sent out alone thru those sliding doors 
w/out virtue or knowledge 

all those bridges returned to foam and dust 
well, pretty Foolish after all, I guess 
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iv. One or Several Goblin Workers Dreaming in Unison 
of the Mothman: 


In my dream its tongue was colloidal silver. 

In my dream it was a hunter on the earth. 

In my dream the bridges rumble not in fracture but in desire. 

In my dream we all tied flashlights to helium balloons to 
frighten the townsfolk. 

In my dream the Mothman took me in its maw like a 
cough drop. 

In my dream a great machine called the Steam Man of 

the Prairie levels all the walls, but when all hope seems 

lost a different but very similar machine called the Steam 

Man of the Plain comes charging in and restores them. 

We all watched helpless but knew the Mothman had a 

lan for all things fa would shake out ok. 

n my dream the Mothman held the code to pop the till. 
In my dream the Mothman barges in at closing with no 
shoes and no shirt. 

In my dream the Mothman tips in feathers encased in amber. 
In my dream I was slain by the beat of its wings in the 
middle of karaoke, I stood there in front of all my dead 
relatives singing a beautiful girl group bop called “Tokyo 
Grifter,” the sun shone over and around me, gleaming, 
and when I woke I cried that it didn’t exist. 


In my dream its shirt is too little. 

I dream it glows like a bicycle reflector. 

I dream the vortex is spinning closer. 

In my dream the moon turns around and it has the 
Mothman’s face. It winks and blows smoke from its great 
cigar, obscuring the city. The people smash windows. 
Everybody coughs for hours. 

In my dream I am its wife. I have it made. I sit by the 
pool drinking my drink and dragging my green toes 
through the shallow end. It travels for work a lot. An 
empty crockpot and a big brown paper bag full of 
vegetables and meat. I am noble in inactivity. I await the 
Mothman’s coming. 

In my dream we duck beneath a table to avoid it. 

In my dream it is bossed around intolerably. 

In my dream instead of money it strokes our palms gently 


and shows us in its big red eye some premonition of our 
future happiness, and in exchange we fill its canvas bag 
with bottles of soda, green and red radishes, soap, and 
ginger, 

In my dream, money, but with the Mothman’s face on 
one side and a crude map of the mall on the other. It 
says “1,000,000,000 Mothbux” and can't buy much of 
anything. 

In my dream its swordplay cuts me down to size in the 
field of love (primrose, poppies, etc.). 

In my dream the Mayor, swimming up through the 
wreckage, grasping towards something. 

In my ie mothdust snufts me to a further sleep, 
behind the anchor store, under the clover of the hills. 

I dream of stress corrosion cracking in an eyebar on a 
suspension chain. 

I dream of level 99 cut out against the sun and auspicious, 
of a limit break, of a soft stat cap. 

In my dream the Mothman crashes in with a gun and we 
huddle idly in the walk-in freezer. 

In my dream it lists its demands for eighteen days and 
eighteen nights without stopping for breath. 

I dream of grinding mobs until it’s boring. I’m given a 
free longbow but I throw it out. It’s garbage. 

In my dream it never ends but keeps crashing into some 
civic flame or another, burning with a deep howl, pressing 
its huge form against the bunker walls, against the plate 
windows. 

In my dream the going out of business sale is permanent 
and the savings live forever, 

a thing in a white plastic bag 

a steal 
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iv.v Goblin Editor: Correction! 


False. Every goblin has the same dream, the same dream 
every night. They dream of killing their bosses. In their 
dreams they advance with giant red hedge-trimmers. 
They advance with TNT sticks like piano keys arranged 
inside their mouths. In their sleep they make their 

move with the mallet or the pee or the conveyor belt 
with buzz-saws attached. The mall is on fire. It is tied 
to the train-tracks and the train is coming. Or, in some 
versions, the mall blooms anew, a million pale blue 
flowers exploding from the meadow. Bosses chopped 
up for scrapple. Boss soup. Boss cake. In the cad ukon 
they look at the boss and the boss’ head is a big cooked 
fiey They all consume the boss’ boiled shoe, with 
boiled boss-foot soft inside. A million goblin hands on a 
million goblin pitchforks. The crowd has their back. The 
crowd’s ad pulls the lever with the smoothness of a 
single hand, in the dreams of goblins. When the bridge 
falls their eyes pop out of their sockets and their tongues 
flop down the corridors like long wet carpets, and their 
voices say awooga,steam comes out of their ears, this is 

a shorthand that means they’re happy or kind of turned 
on. It’s sad and alarming that each one smiles in its sleep 
to the melody of gigantic violence but what can you do? 
Anyway, so yeah, that’s what goblins dream about. 


Intermission: A Goblin Creation Myth on the 
Subject of the Mothman, nee Behemoth, and Its 
Dome Churning of the Primordial Waters, 


or: A Fake Anagram From Bible Times 
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1. He Taketh It With His Eyes 


his nose pierceth through snares 

his cedar uncoileth uncut on my internet 

unto the length of a furlong. 

my raucous trouble, he wrassleth swole-style, 

and swan-dives unbidden into that unarmed sea 
wherein I’m simply lousy with hollowed-out egg-sacs. 


see me a warm-blooded object of ill omen 

born in a village. nobody asked for this. 

I’m apologizing and standing 

in the guest bathroom with slippers on, oozing. 
the witch hunters are here for the red-tissue-I, 

all my bad exposed nerves and webbed planes, 

my eighteen eyes and imperfect hanging teeth, 

the water is prepared and the little knives sharp, 
the babies are furious. my brides are an evil meteor 
described only in rumors from the mainland. 
nobody demanded this. see me washed up on the shore. 
I arrived with bad news about the body. 

I departed dismembered and thirsty. 


mothman! my heavy monster, 

he lifteth himself up from under the armpits, 

all warpaint and enticing musk, o o mothman, mothman, stiff 
as a aiken bored as fe light! 


i1. Behold! He Drinketh Up A River, and Hasteth Not 


unto the doomed and unending buffet in which 
Mothman meets with Mothra seawards 

beneath the vanishing coral and they... 

and reader... they fuck-- 

this black ocean boileth w/ their fecund bubbles. 

I taketh in the scene w/ my anachronistic binoculars 
I scopeth the thrashing hunks of ur-time 

I peepeth the flexing of originary forms again 
seeing the spumes and the quills go flying, 

seeing the scales and keratin sheaths ten like socks, 
seeing the whole epoch curdle like 

wet paper wadded up and gnawed unto death 


the planks of the ships tilting and the people tipping off 
with their whistles and countdowns muted by the threshold. 
Tm all like cool cool, cool, but 

secretly shivering 

how do I get me from there to here 


a dream of a dream’s misremembered errand, 

a fizzing wire abreast of a puddle, neither fist nor caul-- 
some stupid little bit from Job I keep 

repeating on the subway or in bed 

annoying everybody like 

the motions of great beasts could explain or excuse 

that behemoth is an anagram, after all, of mothman, 
that leviathan is the word pronounced backwards-- 


god says by way of analogy the best kind of car 

is two bleeding Flintstones feet-- the best horse 
four cats with wheels, the best cats sixteen evil mice, 
and so on. it’s all kissy kissy 

until the bodies spill up backwards from the waves 
and the spirit is needy for a bed and sympathy. 

he wants to know if I ate already 

I’m like who do you think 

youre talking to 


111. Surely the Mountains Bring Him Forth Food 


it sliceth my guts up to chat up behemoth, 
it sticketh its tongue unto a great absence 
it’s like-- it keeps insisting-- a snail aspiring 
to the moon and it laughs. 

it’s not that funny. what it cannot catch 

it still bids itself quench. ugh. ugh. 

it’s just like all powers on the earth, all 
velocity and position, all encroaching darkness 
and vanishing wetlands-- 

it hurts on purpose, 

these things we’re built just to endure 

this wind that tears the surface down 

lo now, his strength is in his loins, 

I keep forgetting it, 

its feet planted firmly 
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to resist that shifting vast and awful underfoot 
so unlike me, I guess, 
bawling at the mere idea 


it’s like, how do I circle whatever bleak equation 
makes the curve go up before it falls? 

how do I, like, circleth? o total membrane 

that clappeth me in soggy irons 

I once saw its beast-mode break the line 

of the horizon and the big noise of its voices 
shake the bridges from their rounds-- 


it’s hard to hate the pangs 
when they’re so mae hie up by history. it could 
have been a dinosaur, an ox or a rhino 
with the brass ring through its nose 
and copper bones 
but came as moth like a private . its innards 
listeneth and I’m all for it. 
’m all for it! my rough spy, my mammal, 
my tuff stud in perpetuum, 
kissing with tusk and fang the hidden taxonomy, 
show how the jaws unhook 
to take in one swallow the things their eyes desire, 
show how they bow their angry white faces 
down to the red meat in blessing, behold now, moth boss, 
behemoth, 
which I made with thee-- 


Act III: Farewell to Goblin Mall, Farewell to the 
Bridges, Farewell to the Mothman’s Flight! 
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1. Goblin Severed From Goblin Body Mopping Fluids 
From Infinite Corridors: 


It’s wet 

when the bridge breaks. 

What’s questionable remains inside the walls and ceilings 
of Goblin Stalls, lichen above, wilting spiderlily 

and endless puddles steering these hands and knees I find 
from one corner to another, diagonally 


‘The better portion of me let go for shiftlessness, 
green lipids, green fleshiness, 

stuff I ou no use for dragging 

against the dungeon tiles or 

sloughing like a sack against 

the banks of ancient DDR cabinets 


so I abjure 
smear this ghoulish mass away 

+ step out on a second shift novel and clean 
as a snake steps out from under its dead skirt 


hissing in terrified delight 


I clean this crust 

I clean this slime 

this layer of goo that marks 
some passage through cruft 
a space laid out like a dinner 
you wont pay for 

a thin breaker of rime b/w 
all want and its futile title-- 


in Goblin Mall no name but good name 

stuck on my chest to help swains stock up 

for delves and purges, hello, I insist, 

I permanently work here no tag that alters 
but sinks from black to grey until 

I know me by the whistle of obligation 

ringing from the knot of well-lit plazas 


how to mark this then 
swabbing reek from floor with 


good grace and righteousness 

all new in form and someone else 

all skinned away by mothlight 

all shaped anew by mothknife, 

all given to mothlife 

all called again by the sign of novelty 

mop well fit before me as an apotrope 

with novel lips I fail to pronounce me 

with a backilip from all known doors 

I kick my own ass beyond the parking lot’s lit puddles 


I know my own secret moves 


swish me down this mess of just labor 
call me something unforeseen xoxo I remain 


your goblin girl 


37 


38 


it. What the Mayor Does When ‘The Bridges Collapse 


The Mayor moves the potted plant, moves the painting of 
the Father-All of Mayors, spins the lock and pulls open 
the safe, removes two red red motheyes which he holds 

in the palms of his hands, lovingly, they don’t tell him 
anything but resemble the shed blood of astronauts up in 
space, wet and absolute. 


In the moment of water most metal hollars and 
relinquishes what sense of obligation to the community 
it once held. Cars go, goblins go, stuff held together for 
a long time stops, no thousands of goblins decked out in 
smocks and eager to work lost down to a cataract, lost 
alone with their mounts, calling in. No queue of buyers 
banging down the gates. No strutting in sweat pants at 
the morning’s little fingernail. No Mothman hovering 
at the threshold. All wet. No moon unrattled in its case. 
All dragging puddles behind them dead, or living. All 
smearing that last stink of catastrophe through the gate 
and into. Some kid in the apothecary, becoming goth 
by disaster, pulling his moves out at absolute moth eyes, 
out of nowhere, but what luck what gracelessness not to 
recognize the marvel of it. 


The Mayor assures us he understands our concerns in 
this hour of judgment, is praying with his green hands 

ressed together, the neat claws touching ringed with 
eee a don't you think there’s a time and place for 
everything? 


111. Nostalgic Human Returning to the Flooded Mall: 


In youth I thought what was most good was cream tile 
offset with blue, brass railings overlooking 
bodies moving, real ghostbusters guns, the plastic smell, 
several beast- ike things 

with handcarts, and ae the unwalled stall 

selling pictures of velvet horses, a sign saying 
here comes Paul Stanley, with his paintings, 

to meet you. and somewhere beyond you 

bad saxophone sounds rise up the down escalator 

like a wide and nameless fish in the froth 

and Paul Stanley’s fingertips, 

peeling out in the ee lot, trail 

from the tinted windows to brush against yours 

doing donuts, doing the infinity, on fucking fire 

what a fool believes, by someone else 


I'd weep, like, I'd blubber openly if you held up to my face 
the sweet price 

of expensive soap or walked me through unnamed perfumes 

like a junior minefield, 

pass among empty space to where, 

in sleep, little hands sold rare fruit, the cherub face of 

bootleg anime, 

brought cursed wares to my feet unasked 

wearing animal features, hooks for hands and feet, 

juice running from the mouth agape, my mouth, 

little forked tongues from little slits giving sick shit for 

free, 

to me, can you believe it, to me 


then came out through the — garage 
back to a mortal lan ru the marble canals 


back to a land 


Here’s the last living vitamin depot 

here’s some goblin tending to the bones of cars 
here this directory lies in a nice way 

here the eeeicid spins into illegibility, 
wolves, bandits, 

Iam here where the cartoon star erupts 
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at the intersection of unrecognizable halls 

here the CCTV goes dark, the food court 

pales to a rarer polish 

you can hop the barrier you can pretend you work there 
learn to wade out 

incrementally farther 


up to my knees in reddish water, 

the song of the moth from every speaker 

on YouTube I’m going to say this place is haunted 
layer it over with vaporwave here’s this blot 
where the flood comes in all changed or dead 

here where boys in black told me they were vatican hackers 
minor skateboard tricks on the lip of minor rectangles 
absolutely jelly I bit 

from my big pretzel winking 

alas every fj ect that previously cost everything 

in the universe-- look at the wreck 


I heard they found 

a dead body in this Roy Rogers 
and when they poked it eas a grabber 
it sang 


iv. In the Wake of the ee Goblin Occultist 


Mustering Up the Energy Io Apply For Unemployment: 


No longer tethered to any material rubric 
it sleeps 12 hours, 
runs the same dungeon repeatedly farming for skull hats, 


looks over the water churning, absently whips 
apple cores at the heads of possums 
kicking it like mammals in the yard 


this is the end of walking in the malls 
we are poor now, like water, 

as the endian drinks its fill 

from the upturned jumbo cups 

and corner planters, lash 

upon lash as I don’t know, as 


pedagogy 


anyway, this goblin, 
it is eating right and getting into telepathy 
it is dangling the magnet over the surface 
and guiding its honored dead to their parking spaces 
it is talking to spirits, 
watching daytime T'V and seeing 
when the sun rises sheepishly over 
cae lawns and that sunken rhizome 
ugging itself in its richness to the bottom, 
this thin-lipped aquapolis, 


these mercenary fountains 


and do you know the goblin occultist feels ok 
walking thru the wrecked lairs where the bridges were 
clicking its heels in secret 

with empty hands in conspiracy on to 

the lip oF the water 


when the great moth’s shadow drops like 

a sticker over its face 

even this, I think like, it thinks, it’s fine 

it fakes its references, every one of them, 
their great names in sharpie 

on the wrong part of the form, some air loom 
mangled up around someone else’s fingers 
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Interlude: Historical Note on Tradeprince Gallywix 


If you start World of Warcraft as a goblin you may be 
surprised to find yourself in Glengarry Glenn Ross. 
The goblin world is a kind of floating trash island, like 
a sargasso, hovels and grody quarry-pits connected by 
elevated highways. As a goblin you get both a car and 
a posse Me they go nuts when you play the song of its 
horn. Basically you work for this guy, this manager, an 
enormous goblin with a big hat, and you're trying to 
weasel up to him with favors, when it turns out that the 
goblin island is going to get ravaged by dragons, and 
the boss wants to esca oc himself with all of the loot 
and leave everybody i. holding the bag. Obviously you 
wont let this stand. The goblins escape, or some of the 
ene escape, and have some kind of island adventure. 
en after that World of Warcraft begins in earnest, 
though your goblin job is gone, your goblin car is lost 
to the burning ocean, the goblin land with its malls and 
penthouses and AM/FM radio is burnt irrevocably and 
who knows how many goblins with it. It’s melancholy and 
tacky to be a goblin. They speak in Jersey Shore accents, 
or like minor Sopranos characters, and bend the knee to 
the Bilgewater Carel ‘They gain a bonus to alchemy and 
on discounts at non-player merchants. Like everything in 
World of Warcraft, they will dance for you, and tell you 
jokes. The horror of their dispossession is buried under 
hours of walking around, doing favors, crafting, killing 
centaurs, killing crabs, killing elves. The goblins who in 
the prologue cruised in their cars and admired fine art 
spend all of their money on potions and knives. They have 
a new boss and it is something always hungry. Everything 
they knew belongs to the water now.I quit playing 
ee I got a sense of whether my goblin, aap eee 
a Hunter, was doing ok, if she would ever be ok, because 
the global cooldown was too slow, which is a way of 
saying I couldn't push on my buttons as fast as I wanted. 
I think I’m getting some details wrong, but am correct in 
the general motion of history, when I think about it I get 
a small headache, the memory of very bright greens and 
very infinite browns predominating the picture, I hear the 
world is very different now, with more war than ever, and 
ar at the bottom of it, smoothed over by the ash and 
the silt. 
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Addendum Re: Tradeprince Gallywix: Idyllshire 


In another videogame the scholars abandoned their 
white city long ago and let the grasslands take it over. 
Dangerous birds and tentacle monsters. Eventually the 
goblins come in instead. They're comrades, that is, they’re 
buddies. They seem pretty with it. They are here to form 
“a great new nation” where goblins can build in peace. 

If anybody in this could be called Marxist in any even 
half-serious way it is these goblins. Of course the normal 
problems ensue-- bandits and monsters at the ae For 
about a year’s worth of content time travel is a looming 
problem but with the help of your friends you can sort 
out the time crimes. Back in the goblin city you bring 
them seeds from a sad and lonely place deep under the 
earth and as a result, later, beautiful trees and flowers 

in bloom. Walls emerge from nothing, marbles stairs 
ring you in luxury, and everywhere bagpipes praise you. 
It is a bustling space of commerce and fun until it isn't, 
supplanted by newer cities where one can buy better 
armor. In this it’s pretty similar to everything else. 


Act IV: Mall is Found, or, the Urban Explorers in 


Heaven 
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1. Ihe Ghost of the Goblin Mayor Announces What's Next 


Loved ones, hark, remember, it’s me, 

bereft of half a head, and leaking, 

wet around the ankles, but 

still amidst the whirlwind that brand you remember, 
that tone, light as a silver bell chiming, that calls 
you back to it at each day’s drawing shut--? 


I’m thrilled to announce that I’ve accepted the position 
of thalassocrat to all dead, perched on my brinewall, 
surveying the field with loving eye, gazing up 

through all this blue to keep my whole town 

in the permanence of fake elegy, 

each 3 you heir to sash and top hat, 

this diamond-tipped cane I wave, above all else, 

the blemished lake of my poor monocle, 

a classic Mayor, your own first antiquity 

moving vaguely with the eddies 

caught sailing amidst the weeds 

richer than u_ richer than ur dad my eyes 
upgraded unambiguously to pearls threaded rad 

like wallet chains spilling out the lord of this world’s ass pocket 


who among you cowards __ will throw open the sluice gate 
permit me to wash through all kicks and tantrum 


shifting your dull shitty huts to vibrant rubble 


how do I put this--? I'm not asking 
pressed like the flood against every window at every instance 
moving in increments of five square feet, all aflutter, 
a reminder of that kingship sport before the waters, 
that managerial class wreathed in rich smoke, 
flicking my ashes from a very great height, 
better off dead perhaps 
but soaked vvellinis your bones, a damp shape 
forming on your ceiling, a game of inches, 
ive me a bucket 


and kid Pll fill it 


ii, DO U REMEMBER GOBLIN MALL?? 


Goblin Chorus, Driven Mad by A Holy Spirit, Like 
Maenads, With Triangles: 
that sunken lair where goblins bent 
their hands to our leisure? 
pre-paid fruit stacked high in goblin cups? 
it all looks so appetizing 
laid out like that u remember right the crosswalk 
burdened with hungry humans 
I yeah I marr there 
dunno or 
I walked around so long 
under the name of something else 
I was boy goblin then I 
crammed my big pockets with 
iron-on patches | think I 
‘ania when the moth came like 
ightning over a false sea ho hum | 
went downstream w/ the rest of my crew 
mangled + criminal 
to the reflecting pool where anon 
swans ate the ae from our bones’ [| 
worked there, yeah 
in crisp little pants 
asking if you fae what you were looking for 
eee under flotsam —_ the world was hot shapes 
it was mammal hot shapes 
that we gaped at 
lithe + 
knew some other form immanent 
beneath the pink tile and fountains 
beneath whatever teensmoke 
paid in empty scabbard 
dissipated over landscapes 
archaic torsos making out 
with each others’ 2001 Honda Civics 
full underwater, on the drowned 
hill of spirit 
young lizards, or 
snakes, I can't tell from fork- 
tongued players 
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licking at the air to call 
their gfs to the fray 


this is the end of goblin mall now 
moss-sleek and shy like the fading glacier 
this the goblin mall turned 

inside out by mysterious beams 

suckered by currents flaked off the wing 
of sovereign bug-shapes 

o inverted palace of the vocaloids 

o towers of the cancelled prince 

three sunglasses each a high on the forehead 
buried here 

attended by dinghies 


I find myself now I think-- goblin 
wedged out from that contest 

of nectar and vomit, 

stranded on the opposite edge 

of the earth’s crust, pinned behind 

some enemy’s fusillade by sunlight, 

the vicious jingles and memes of birds, 

houses thrust up from the saltbed like 

the opposite of malls I don’t like this mammal earth 
our song is fucking awful 
it goes on forever 
little goblin hands in each 
others’ back pockets 
generic in expression + more 
or less arbitrary 
I pretend to beauty I make 
the phrenologists pissy 
I’m sorry, I’m lobed 

for permanent enmity 

| a hard bread between 

inhuman mitts 
+ gnaw + gnaw + gnaw 


Goblin Mall--? Idoremember I can I remember 
space arranged like any other space, 

each mall on earth its sister, its doppleganger, 

reversed in sight as in a magic cup 
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every little dream of mall an eikon for its other little dream 
all like, entelechy of the city as fold 

I’m still in love with goblin mall 

still dressed to the fake nines for goblin mall 

wearing goblin frock beneath the gold of 

goblin mail, eating lipstick whole in dull misprision 
banging my fork er my knife on the trencher for dinner 
drooling at the great bell’s ding 


big moods swelling in voice from the whole outside 
come buy come steal come dig your fist in 
come radiant in your antique raiment 
ok 
I’m here 
I’m ready 
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111. YouTube Voiceover, Phone Camera Shaking: 


In the mall of water 

IT laid down with the moth 
with a glitter pen in my teeth 
I hitched a ride on the moth 


here I come a cold torpedo 

down symmetries and perfect forms 

I am the dead sidekick of all straight lines 
Mothman, moth-mode of some 

grey Hecate, head of the town, level these forests, 
curve the hollow crater with roads, 

do your godlike sniping from the steeples 

of tall blinking things, lay your finger, 

curled as the long tendril of the ivy, 

on our lips from afar, to shush us 


in your vacant cell spell dungeon however you want 
spell jail like gaol do it 
I don't care 


whatever empty space you carve 
to stick us your unruly exes in 
faved by legions 

gliding like whatever hoax 
made kings past the iron bars 
where Sephora used to be 
editing slyly 


corridors cordoned by hexes 


jump at every nothing sound 

reed grete annoye for maximum effect 
run an 
your maw says nothin 
we will freak out lushly at the sight of motes 
and rubbish. every gap in the stone 
where meaning vacates will become as ghost, 
mannequins stacked up in piles, 
huge neon dicks sprayed against the murals 
of fangs gardens. 
the crumbs you pick up here will be poison, 
I’m stoked to wilt away live on stream, 
it’s like the song says, 
nothing of value is buried here 


iv. The Mothman Vanishes With a Last Third-Person 
Whisper: 


dog-eyed, that’s the epithet that clings 
to the moth-god’s a bod-- 

ruiner of things, 

clearance king, 

the fire sale that sweeps 

this monster earth 

the toppled display stand 

white white shoes everywhere 

all-day blood delicious looking on a cur’s tooth 
never horny on main but 

hovering in his hotness 

he’s so inscrutable 

if he’s even a he 

if he even sports the red hot blood of mammals 
0 woe 0 woe the teenaged sons 

of our mall chased it with rifles 

into the breakers 

beneath the surface and were 

seen no more 

the cops came out their jeeps and walked on wheels 
spilled: into the water 

pulled the doors of the bunker behind them 

to starve in the dark in the fear of his lights 
and also were seen no more 


young king ours, all-winners squad, moth man, mon amour, 
who by his breadth was born to the fountain 

who by him are remembered in plaster 

the long striped straw vanishing into him 

someplace where the mouth should be 

his kingly slurpin his Chick-fil-A 

drippings smeared across jet fur, 

diamonds 


1 


a2 


Goblin Epilogue: A Place Where Nobody Dares 
to Go 


1. Goblin Assistant Manager, in Prayer: 


I thought good intentions would make me beautiful 
good intentions made me go bald 

each time I put on “Xanadu” the people 

come out with their guillotine 

another of my heads gets popped on spikes 

that’s how I died in the poem 

that’s how I came to be covered in flies 


as every Sipe goes so go I-- that is, thru slicers 
retty much every song has a happy endin, 

A Goblin Mall oe is . 

mostly sax solos 

when the plot is over everybody 

living and dead comes out dancing 

the Mayor, the wolves, 

the boys and girls, 

even me, even you, 

hopping and bopping and so on 

to an upbeat cover of something good 

narratively it doesn't make much sense 

but it reconciles the audience with death, 

just as the mall winks back at us from the parking lot 

as all things know we shall return 
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it. Goblin Ace Reporter for “Phantom Mall Monthly,” 
Thinking Out Loud, in the year 3018: 


after goblin mall comes the poem of forts, 

his great wing smashed our citadel to bullshit, 
we eat the pennies from beneath the mosaic, 
we bathe like ducks in molten gold 

and chant our little chants about it 


none of us never zof biting our thumbnails dry 
none us strong enough to quit invoking thrice- 
great goblin queens 

reflexively 


did you hear the one about the goblin of recreation? 
he jeoined 

what’s black and green and read by augurs? 

his black bile, ope'd to the floor w/ daggers 

his open goblin, the moth, and the dream of permanence 
careen in awe into the mall’s cell wall of sugar and fat-- 
none were aa 


knock knoc 


111. Goblin Ace Reporter, Voice Thick w/ Sorrow, Turning 


his Back to a Pageant on Fire, Packing His Satchel and 
Returning to his Home Planet, Thinking of the 90s, 
Joined Mid_Poem by the Goblin Chorus, Now Skeletons 
Dutifully eas ‘ylophone on Their Own Ribs, 


Stirringly in a Final Crescendo: 


buy a candle from the candle store-- 
command to the poltergeist girls 
to concentrate 


one million cash-flush goblins spread 

across the courtyard in the shape of a moth, 

seen from above by black helicopters, blushing 
to be the subject at last of some address 

moving on cue to make the fake thing move 

its wing as if in motion 

all of their feet wet, their nice socks ruined 

by dead water, barnacles sharp on the calf 
reaching nearly up to the jorts’ hem 

some consultant gets paid to write hashtags on the walls 
its like that bit with the manes in the underworld 
moving curtly to forget where they've landed 


the mall was made by Victor Gruen to make the world sell 
with more beauty, 

with virtue as a vitamin, 

to pour sun in on disordered splendor 

and put a grammar 

in the mouth of cheap things 

he died 

and called us all a bastard 

his middle-finger still 

scribbling on the dull tantrum of the water 


what goblins like is vague gestures 
iterated twice then quickly forgotten 

a lunch you eat every week for years 

and disgorge all at once a soft pretzel 
dipped in motor oil the choreography 
remains architectural, a little showy 

the tide gives up 
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throughout the account recurrent confusion 
between lakes and oceans 

the goblins worry about definitions 

rub salt on their gums anyhow 


look: all mall as a prelude to recession, 
the bottom of the bag giving way, 
spores from the moth’s head shook off 
and sleeping us, 

goblins tremble, farm to jowel, 


the mall a space for formless bumbling 
destroyed by form 

like it was supposed 

what it was built for was to hold you 
temporarily encyst 

itself in empty showrooms, 

new murals to trick swains into filling, 
boat-shows where foot traffic was once densest, 
an expo for hot tubs, 

retired cops with $3 plastic flip-flops 


half-pressed coupon book between the teeth, 
from up above seen as a pleasant turn 

of events, a surface so smooth it hurts-- 
things that were folded up 

nicely, unfold, 

like an end to sleep the malls 

do not fall 

they evaporate 


Notes: 


‘The twin literary touchstones of this poem are Christina 
Rossetti’s 1862 poem, “Goblin Market” and John Keel’s 
1975 book, The Mothman Profecies. Motifs and images 


are drawn from both. 


Premonitions of Mothman’s Coming: 


The slant rhyme “speak/masterpiece” is taken 
fromthe 1997 Ben Folds Five song, “Kate.” 


Precious Goblin Evicted: 
After a pair of tweets from Alina Pleskova: 


@nahhhlina: someone just suggested that my “next 
book” should come w/ a tearout insert of rolling 

apers, & honestly ... that’s kind of adorably on- 
eee) 2:32 PM - 4 May 2018 


@nahhhlina: is why it’s generative to fuck 
around w/ non-writers sometimes, my friends. 
i’m over here being precious goblin about 

my poems & he’s all offering constructive 
commentary like “ya but what about rolling 
papers” 


Intermission: A Goblin Creation Myth: 


This sequence is structured around Job 40:15-24, 
the description of the Behemoth. More saliently, 

it draws from Job 40:24’s recent invocation in the 
2013 game, Final Fantasy XIV: A Realm Reborn, and 
the 2018 game, Monster Hunter World. 


In the Wake of the Collapse: 


The first two lines of the third stanza puns on 
language from Robert Lowell’s “The Oakes: Dead 
at Nantucket”: 
“This is the end of running on the waves; 
We are poured out like water. Who will dance 
The mast-lashed master of Leviathans 


Up from this field of Quakers in their 


and the soldiers are torches. Horses snort 
smoke from the combustion their entrails. 
Reinforcements are smashed under cliffs from 
the rocky mountains. The snatch of Niagra 
Falls-- it pours upon the battlefield. The little 
poltergeist girls reach for their wads of chew- 
ing gum” 
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